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Shirk time
And give up caution
To help the envious
Set a snare
And live in ignominy.
Are we helpless
Bowing to powers set over us!
Are we here to rail
Against destiny!
Or drag our duality
Along with this world
Heedless of the hid
Double imperatives
Of faith and form
And faith-in-form
Wear the ash!
Ash the wear!
Bear the blow of fortune
And that of a mission
Premeditated
To which we surrender our credulity
Innocence, piety and pardon.
One drop, a blood smear
And after, a gnosis supreme!
Of the last bead of death
In the string of existence.ave to tell you.
